

A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Gent. No monfter,I proue 
My thoughts did onely tend to vertuous loue. 

Huf . Loue of her vertues ? there it goes, 

Gent.Bafe (pint, to lay thy hatcvpon 
The fruitfull honour of thine owne bed. 

They fight .and the Husband is hurt . 

Huf.Oh. 

Gent.yVilt thou yeeld it yet ? 

Huf.S'nfity I haue not done with you. 

Gentl hope nor nere (hall do. Fight agen. 

Huf.Hiuc you got tricks ? are you in cunning with 
me? 

<j<f»#.No 5 plaine and right. 

He needs no cunningthat for truth doth fight* 
Husband falles downe. 

Hufi .Hard fortune, am I lcueld with the ground ? 

G«?f.Now fir, you lie at mercy. 

Jjfa/Tyouflaue. 

Gen. Alas,that hate ftiould bring vs to our grauc. 
You fee my fword’s not thirfty for your life, 

I am forrier for your wound jthen your lelfe, 

Y’are of a vertuous hou(e,fnew vertuous deeds, 

Tis not your honour, tis your folly bleeds. 

Much good has becne expedited ioy our life, 

Cancell not all menshopes,yoitbaue a Wife, 

Sinde and obedient ; heape not wrongfull (hame 
On her and your poftcrity,let onely finne be fore, 
And by this fall, rife neuer to fall more. 

And fo I leaue you. Exit. 

Huf. Has the dogge left me then 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

After his tooth hath left me ? Oh, my heart 
Would faine leape after him,reuengel fay, 

Ime mad to be reueng’d,my ftrumpet Wife, 

It is thy quarrell that rips thus my flefh. 

And makes my breft fpit blood,buc thou (halt bleed : 
Vanquifht f got downe ? vnable eene to fpeake ? 
Surely tis want ofmoney makes men wcake, 

I,twas that ore-threw me,lde nere bene downe elfe. 

... ... Ex i ( ' 

Enter wtfem a riding/uite,mth a feruingman. 

Ser .Faith miftris,if it may not be preiiimption 
In me to teliyou fo,for his excufe 
You had fmall realbn.knowing his abufe. 

Wife. I grant I had, but alaife. 

Why mould our faults at home be fpread abroad, 
Tis greefe enough within doores^ atfirft fight 
Mine V nckle could run ore his prodigall life 
As perfedfcly^sif his ferious eye 
Had numbred ill his follies T 
Knew of his morgagde lands,his friends in bonds, 
Hitr.felfe withered with debt j And in that minute 
Had I added his vfage and vnkindnefie, 

Tvvould haue confounded eucry thought of good, 
Where novv,farhering his ryots on his youth, 
Which time and tame experience will fhakc off, 
Gueffinghiskindnesto me (as 1 fmoothd him 
With all the skill I had) though his defarts 
Arc in forme vglier then an vnfhapte Beare. 

Hee’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 
And place at Court j a good and fure rcleefc 
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